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I was worried by the look of fatigue on Ms face. I switched on the
wireless knowing how music healed him, especially the old favourites,
each of which could bring up a whole his ton- of association. He saw
Grieg conduct this . . . and Wagner conduct that, he was the first to
recognize the merit of that fifty years ago, he remembers his mother
and Lee singing this together eighty years back . . . and he joins in,
forgetting his weariness. But this time he wanted to talk.
"I enjoy talking with you/' he admitted. "Don't think thai you must
get out of it by switching on the wireless. If I want it I'll not hesitate to
tell you so. When I was young I suffered fearful headaches, but at seventy
they went just like that," and he flicked his finger and thumb into the air.
"Now I am looking forward to see what ninety will do. My diet is very
monotonous. It can't be helped I suppose. If there was a Woolworth, or
a cinema, or a dance-hall, I might have had a wider choice, but then, I
would not have been here. I am an old man and that is all there is to it.
Who wants to spend their days with an old man! There are some things,
however, gained in old age which compensate for the loss of physical
powers and which the young will never understand and cannot
understand."
But his interest in outside affairs was unflagging. In spite of appearances
to the contrary he declared that the stage was now set for German defeat.
I listened to his analysis with the greatest interest.
"They always make out that Stalin is a grim, dull kind of of tyrant. I
assure you we'll soon know him for what he is, a statesman of unique
experience, and what is most important, I found him to have a sense of
humour. Now Hitler has no sense of humour. I was pleasantly surprised
to find when I met Stalin that he has a wonderful smile, somewhat like
mine. We understood one another though we could not converse
directly together. You see, being myself the most foreign of all foreigners,
an Irishman, I understand him, Stalin also can listen, and made me feel
that even what I was saying was important. I never met a man who
could talk so well and yet was in less of a hurry to talk than Stalin. With
Hitler, the slightest contradiction threw him into a fury of impatience,
that is why he is surrounded by brutes and degenerates. In fact, Hider is
the stage Bolshevik and Stalin, if we but knew it, the English gentleman.
The quicker we get to understand the Russian way of thinking, the better
it will be for all of us. Do you realize that Labour had no foreign policy
until I came along in 1913 and urged the declaration of the pact made
years afterwards when it was too late, and no expert believed in it. ...